"Why shouldnt I?" said the old gentleman. "Answer me that/'

"Why should you? unless you have a taste for mischief" said
the black girl.

"Asking conundrums is not arguing" he said. "It is not play-
ing the game."

"A God who cannot answer my questions is no use to me"
said the black girl. "Besides, if you had really made everything
you would know why you made the whale as ugly as he is in the
pictures."

"If I chose to amuse myself by making him look funny, what
is that to you?" he said. "Who are you to dictate to me how I
shall make things?"

"I am tired of you" said the black girl. "You always come back
to the same bad manners. I dont believe you ever made anything.
Job must have been very stupid not to find you out. There are too
many old men pretending to be gods in this forest/*

She sprang at him with her knobkerry uplifted; but he dived

